Editorial
Stop and Smell the Roses Along the Way Arthur was a 10 year old boy who came to us in early November with an abdominal mass. A biopsy confirmed the diagnosis of B-cell lymphoma. His treatment was long and arduous and frought with complications. These included several episodes of respiratory distress requiring ventilatory support, pleural effusions, poor renal function requiring dialysis, a perforated bowel which required an ileostomy, seizures, candida sepsis requiring a~nphotericin, wound dehiscence, and bleeding. A tracheostomy was performed due to his prolonged ventilatory requirements. His open abdominal wound eventually required skin grafting and for several weeks he was maintained on the ventilator with sedation and paralyzing agents. Gastrointestinal and infra-abdominal bleeding occurred on several occasions. Slowly his wound healed, his kidney function returned, and his bleeding stopped.
Arthur literally came back from the dead as the sedation and paralyzing agents were stopped. He learned to talk with the ventilator and worked very hard with physical and occupational therapy to retrain muscles long unused. The nature of his condition and the risks of further complications, however, had precluded the use of very much chemotherapy. In mid-February an abdominal C.T. scan showed tumor in his kidney and a biopsy of one of several skin lesions confirmed the diagnosis of recurrent tumor. Arthur's therapy was changed to comfort measures only and he died peacefully on February 26.
Arthur's family ties were strong and loving. His mother spent every day at his bedside and his father and little brothers made the 300 mile trip every weekend to visit. His mother worked as hard as Arthur keeping him occupied and active, supporting him through the difficult times, pushing and cajoling him to make that extra effort and providing love through it all.
Art was in our care for 11~ days, most of that in the intensive care unit, a long time to suffer, but a short time to make a big impact on so many lives. I know that in his short time with us he touched the lives of many -his community, his church, his extended family, his parents and brothers, the physicians in oncology, nephrology, surgery, ICU, and many of the housestaff, the nursing staff in oncology and on two wards, the Child Life worker, our social worker, several volunteers, and several priests at the local church. But each of us is affected in our own way and I can only speak from my own perspective.
Arthur is unique to me, but not to you. All of you, though, can recall a patient who suffered so much only to lose the battle with cancer and one who has touched you in a special way. Work is hectic for me right now, so many patients and so much to do. My experience with Art made me reiearn the old adage to &dquo;stop and smell the roses along the way&dquo;. I have been an oncology nurse for a long time. You would think I had learned to make that old adage a vital part of my life. But in the frenzy of activities and the demands of patient care I had forgotten. I have always been a good listener to patients and families, but in my crisis intervention outlook I forgot to really stop and listen, to come into a patient's room, sit down, and relate on a comfortable level with the child and his family. With my ideal of getting all the work done, if a family did not express a need to be listened to immediately, I was on to the next patient. After all, there are so many. Art made me relearn the concept of &dquo;getting comfortable&dquo;, actually relaxing with the child and family, learning the little, but important, things about them as people and their lives outside the hospital and the child's illness. The crises will always be there, but this may be my only opportunity to really know the child as a person.
Arthur also helped me relearn to focus my attention on the here and now, most particularly with staff, friends and family. With so much to do, I would half listen to one person and at the same time try to solve another problem in my head. Being only &dquo;half there&dquo; detracts from the interaction and can ultimately be harmful, especially to a close relationship. Working with Arthur reminded me once again to give my undivided attention, to live the moment at hand and concentrate on the person (staff, friend, or family member) as an individual worthy of respect and concern. It also reawakened an awareness of enjoying the moment. There is so much to enjoy with others, but filling my head with other problems decreased the enjoyment of the present moment. Life is too short, not only for the children who die, but also for all of us unless we learn to live the moment and stop to enjoy. 
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